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ing through his bamboo blind in a quiver, he beheld
Lochinvar M'Whizzle, after exhibiting to his guests
the contents of the shop of a dealer in charms, and
the tattooing on a baby's stomach, lift the latch of
the back door and lead the way into his sinister abode.
" You have now some faint idea, all of you," said
M'Whizzle, pausing in the backyard after shutting
and bolting the door, " of the mysterious and complex
life which has gone on unchanged in the East for
thousands of years, and still continues under our very
noses."
" The air down here is very trying/' said Mrs Nixon,
in her best manner.
" It is the smell of the bazaar," explained Lochinvar
M'Whizzle, enthusiastically. "Compact of incense
and spices, dried fish, tripang, goats, sago, men and
the crowded harems. It gets into one's blood."
" It is certainly getting into mine," said Mrs Temple-
ton, producing a scent bottle.
" It gets into one's blood," repeated Lochinvar
M'Whizzle, frowning slightly, " and fascination en-
sues. Perhaps I am differently constituted to the
usual European," he continued, his small black eyes
glowing, "but to me the mere sniff of the bazaar
brings rapture. I feel my pulses beating as I remem-
ber that Aroun al Asched in Bagdad many thousands
of years ago sniffed the same aged indestructible air,
and that out of his intoxication was born that
wonderful series of romances, the Thousand and One
Nights. Sometimes the charm becomes irresistible.
Then when the hot night closes and the dim moon
whitens the city, I leave my desk and, donning native